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Builders Unto Music | QQ 


ryom* king of old a temple built, ’tis said, 

S To sound of music; every stone was laid 

iP) Accordant with the harp’s and oboe’s chime, 
And workmen’s trowels beat a silvery rhyme 

Unto the swelling flutes and strings. All day 

The shifting groups of players sat to play, 

And all day long unwearied builders wrought 

Their rhythmic motions from the music caught. 





Fast grew the temple, with a grace unknown, 
A beauty ne’er before displayed in stone; 

And when ’twas finished, all who saw declared 
None in the land could be with it compared. 
A nameless glory crowned it—every line 
Touched with a strength and harmony divine. 
A thousand years passed over it, and still 

It stood all perfect on its ancient hill, 

No stone displaced, no angle out of true— 
The same, yet riper than its builders knew; 
So balanced, perfect in its harmony, 

Not e’en the hills could more established be. 


So might we build our lives!—aye, make them whole 
With the divine music of the soul, 

Those sweet, refined emotions, loves, that stir 

The deepest depths of holy character. 

O, for such constant music as inspires 

The soul that sometimes hears the heavenly choirs! 
How we should build, how beautiful and strong, 

If Love sat playing to us all day long! 


—James Buckham, in Chautauqua Magazine. 


























THE MISSIONARY HELPER 


FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK 


In this beautiful June-time 

all nature seems to be praising 

God. Here at Ocean Park, the 

winter quiet has given place to 

sounds that foretell summer 

activities. Bird choirs are giv- 

ing glorious morning concerts; 

old-time friends are returning 

and the Assembly program indi- 

cates that many good things are 

in store for us in the mid-sum- 

mer days. The outline of the 

Wonman’s Convention will be 

given next month. A letter 

from Midnapore, dated April 11, 

brings in sharp contrast the 

picture of this environment and 

that of our friends in India. 

Miss Butts wrote, “‘It is very 

hot—90 degrees in the house and 

105 degrees outside. Perspira- 

tion is standing in drops on my 

hands as I write. It will be growing hotter and hotter for the next six 
weeks or two months. till the rains break.’’ . . . Allofus have suffered 
in some degree with the suffering ones in San Francisco, although it is 
impossible to realize the full extent of the misery occasioned by the 
earthquake and fire. HELPER readers will be interested, we feel sure, 
in the description, on another page, by one who was inthe midst. There- 
in may be found lessons in courage, faith and loving kindness. ... In 
our latest ‘‘In Memoriam”’ list are the names of well known workers who 
have been warm and practical friends of the W. M.S. The sudden out- 
going of Mrs. Milliken, of Lawrence, Mass., deprives the HELPER of a 
true friend, and many expressions of loss and sorrow come from her 
church and city. One writes, ‘““Her S. S. class of fourteen little tots 
voluntarily requested that they might go and see her and take some 
flowers.’’ ‘These beloved workers who slip away from us are not wholly 
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gone, for their influence remains and “‘their works do follow them.’’ . . . 
We are personally interested in the article entitled ‘‘The Hero of the 
Dark Continent’’ because the writer is the son of our F. B. missionaries, 
Mr. and Mrs. Coldren, who are stationed at Chandbali, India. Roy 
Coldren was born in India and is now a Sophomore in Hillsdale College. 

If you are not already a life member of the Woman’s Missionary 
Society, you will surely wish to be after reading this number of the 
HELPER! ... Especialattention is called to Mrs. Andrews’ notes about 
new premiums; to Mrs. Chapman’s announcements on fourth page of 
cover, and to the notice stating where the boxes for India are to be sent. 
That is an unusually good offer—in the May number—in regard to the 
life-story of Chundra Lela. ... The third session of the Summer 
School for Women’s Foreign Missionary Societies will be held at North- 
field, Mass., July 17-24. It is hoped that all interested in best methods 
of study ‘and work in the auxiliaries will attend. These meetings are 
invaluable helps for leaders. There will be a preliminary study of our 
next text-book, Christus Redemptor, a study of the Island World, by 
Mrs. W. A. Montgomery. . . . The treasurer and editor had the privi- 
lege of attending the Saco, Me., Thank Offering service in April. It is 
always a pleasure to hear the reports of committees of this very active, 
efficient and up-to-date local auxiliary, which might well serve as a 
model. Dear Mrs. Mary R. Phillips was there and ,spoke informally, 
answering questions and giving word pictures of some of her own thrill- 
ing experiences. . .. It is too early to know definitely about the re- 
turns from the Thank Offerings, but the indications are encouraging and 
we hope to receive many reports beforeAugust. . . . ‘*‘Pundita Ramabai 
has had it laid on her heart to pray definitely for all the missionaries liv- 
ing in India, and the Christians working with them. The Mukti pray- 
ing bands are interceding for more than twenty-nine thousand individuals 
by name. ‘They have an additional list of all the English officials and 
soldiers. Who can wonder that there are wonderful spiritual manifesta- 


tions in India when such prayer as this is being made?’’ We will not 
fail to add our own prayers to these powerful petitions, especially for the 
workers for whom we are responsible. . . . Helpful leaflets have been 
received on ‘‘The New Testament Conception of the Disciple and His 
Money,’’ ‘‘The Free Baptist Foreign Mission Dollar’’ and ‘‘Joseph 
Hardy Neesima.’’ ‘The last was written by Dr. Ward who was a class- 
mate of Dr. Neesima at Andover and wrote this sketch of his life while 
at Tokio, Japan. 
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GLIMPSES OF BALASORE* 
BY HARRIET PHILLIPS STONE 

Some sweet day, if the Lord wills, Mr. Stone and I hope to revisit 
Balasore. Let us imagine that the “sweet day” has come, that the half 
circuit of the earth has been made, and that we are already at the railway 
station. 

Can you imagine with what eagerness I looked out of the car window 
on the right, as the train, coming from the north, crossed the road extend- 
ing towards Sinclair Orphanage, and cried out, “Look, laddie, there it 
is!’’ And now, as it comes to a stand, here is the group of dear ones await- 
ing our arrival. Mother has decided to await us at home. She lives with 
Sister Julia, Mrs. Burkholder, in some apartments of the English high 
school building, but her “rickshaw” has come, and so, some on wheels and 
some on foot, we take our way eastward till we reach the Pilgrim road, 
for much as I want to see Sinclair Orphanage, everything must wait till 
we've seen mother. 

Turning northward we pass the new Kindergarten Hall . It is No- 
vember; the rains that disfigure every “pucca” building, are over. A 
new coat of whitewash has freshened the walls. Trees, shrubs and creep- 
ers show genuine tropical luxuriance of growth, and preparations for 
home flowers during the cold season are in evidence. Our arrival was at 
6.07 p. m., or “18.07” as the Ry. Guide has it, so of course Kindergar- 
ten Hall is locked as well as the gate of the neat wire fence, supported by 
iron posts, which the white ants, unable to chew, are forced to eschew. 
Our Brownies, their ‘““Deedees’” and superintendent, we shall hope to see 
in the morning. Passing the postoffice and a ruinous looking building 
that once belonged to the mission, was occupied at various times by dif- 
ferent missionaries, and was the birthplace of our kindergarten, we turn 
to the right and pass the house owned and occupied for years by Mr. and 
Mrs. Smith, and later by the Griffins, Mrs. Boyer and the Hamlens where 
the boys’ orphanage was housed on its compound, and now by the 
Loughers. East of it, and close to the alley separating it from the chapel 
is our old Kindergarten Hall. 

Next, still on the right, comes the chapel, and as we pass we notice 
the tomb of Mr. Smith in its front yard, while in the northeast corner are 


*In response to frequent requests for an up-to-date story to accompany the sand map of Bala- 
sore, Mrs. Stone has written ‘‘Glimpses of Balasore’ in the familiar fashion we all enjoy. Mrs. 
Stone has also prepared a new diagram for the arrangement of models, which will be loaned by the 
Bureau of Missionary Intelligence. Address, Mrs. A. D. Chapman, 12 Prescott St., Lewiston, Me. 
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three tiny graves, those of little Nellie Marshall, Mr. Coldren’s first born, 
and an infant daughter of a former civil surgeon. 

On the left we are passing the comparatively new court house. Turn- 
ing into the little road at the east of it, we pass under the shade of huge 
banyans and pepuls in whose tops uncounted bats or flying foxes suspend 
themselves, head downwards, during the day, but just now are starting 
out on their nightly foraging expeditions. These same trees, during the 
heat, shelter hundreds of native litigants who throng the courts. 





THREE BROWNIES 


3y a sharp turn to the right we pass the old court house, and, slip- 
ping through a little wicket gate, reach the end of the long, broad front 
veranda of the English high school building. Down at the farther end we 
see dear mother in her rocker, eagerly expectant. Her greeting is a moth- 
er’s greeting, what need to say more? She has grown more feeble and is 
glad to lean on the arm of her latest son to be helped into the house. Old 
Phakura, Mrs. B’s cook, who served me in one capacity or another for 
years, comes to offer his hearty ‘““Namaskar” to “Hattie Missibaba” for 
whom he keeps a warm corner in his heart, as she does for him. For her 
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“saheb,” also, he has a respectful salutation. Chandra, too, “bearer” and 
' “khitmutgar” in one, has his cordial greeting, and ten to one there is a 
flock of little boys, Mrs. B’s especial care, peeping around the corners to 
join in the greetings. We miss Rajani Jena, who was Mrs. B’s right-hand 
man, but who has now left mission employ and gone into the police, but 
Rajani Fullonton makes a good substitute. 

It is Friday evening, and after the 7 o’clock dinner, all the local mis- 
sionaries, Mr. Hamlen, the Loughers, Dr. Shirley, Miss Scott and dear 
Ethel Dawson, come in for the weekly English prayer-meeting. The 
prayers are sure to be full of thanksgiving as well as of petition. Up at 
dawn, we dispose of “Chota hajree” (little breakfast) and slip over to see 
Mr. Hamlen in his new house, completed since last we saw Balasore, 
then climbing into Dr. Shirley’s “trap” sent for our use we drive up to 
Sinclair Orphanage. How many, many times have I sped over this road 
on my dear old “wheel!” Arriving, we all go over the place noting 
changes and improvements, the “Well of blessing” being one of them, 
then out to the girls’ house where we receive their shy “Namaskar.” The 
older ones are nearly all married and gone; the little ones are grown out 
of our recognition and the babies are new comers. In the house I peep into 
the rooms that used to know me, but shall know me no more; they are oc- 
cupied by younger workers, and as.I recall the years that are gone I can 
but sigh to think that eternity alone will declare how much of all the labor 
expended will prove to have been gold, silver, precious stones, and how 
much of it wood, hay and stubble! May the Lord forgive the latter; He 
will surely bless the former. Next comes a call upon Miss Scott, close 
neighbor to the Orphanage, and as we start back to mother we look across 
to the little grave yard, to the right, where was laid the body of Mr. 
Boyer, so promising, yet so early removed. Dr. Harry Bacheler and Dr. 
Burkholder lie side by side in the English cemetery. For a few moments 
we drop into the Kindergarten Hall. If a former practice still obtains 
the little Brownies rise in a body and touch their little right hands to their 
foreheads in silent greeting to the visitors. 

Returning we call upon the Loughers, peep into the chapel, and I 
call Mr. Stone’s attention to the house just east of it as being the one 


formerly owned and perhaps built by Mr. Cooley, one of our early mis- 
sionaries. Visits to the native Christian villages lying south of the chapel 
and northeast of the high school building, must come later; for now it is 
time to go to 11 o’clock breakfast with mother. 

Battle Creek, Mich. 
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THE HERO OF THE DARK CONTINENT 


BY ROY L. COLDREN, HILLSDALE COLLEGE, ’08 
[Oration winning first place on the Webber contest and delivered at the state contest, March 2.] 
The simple Jewish shepherds heard the song of the angels on the 
quiet hills of Judea because their hearts were attuned to its strain by a 
patient and pensive waiting for the King. If the souls of men were now 
as responsive to divine messages, the angels that announced the Christ 
might also be heard at the birth of his consecrated followers. David 
Livingstone, destined to endure trials and suffering akin to those of his 
Master, to give himself to the healing of others and the uplifting of the 
lowly and oppressed, to do single-handed in central Africa what was 
vainly attempted in the Soudan by the 
army of an empire, might well have 
been proclaimed by heavenly mess- 
engers. 

Born in Scotland in the early 
years of the nineteenth century, he 
was from childhood distinguished for 
fidelity to duty, studied amid the hum 
and roar of the cotton mill, and at 
ten years had gathered and classified 
the flowers and shells of his native 
hills. When he carved his name on 
the ruins of Bothwell castle high 
above the names of other boys, he 
gave full promise of the lone mission- 
ary -statesman who was to openacon- 
tinent to the light of lawful commerce 
and Christian civilization. 

R. L. COLDREN The story of his youth is the story 

of most young men who are to be- 

come great. A son of the honest poor, he toiled patiently, thought 
deeply, and sympathized keenly with his fellow-men. Stirred to the 
depths of his soul by an appeal from Gutzlaff, he was seized with an un- 
dying enthusiasm for the life of a missionary, and resolving upon an 
education as vital to a preparation, he labored in the mill at Blantyre 
until his earnings enabled him to enter the University of Glasgow. His 
privations in humble lodgings in that city were a training for the hard- 
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ships that were to come, and he met his tasks with the determination 
which triumphed in his later struggles. 

Gutzlaff’s call for aid drew his attention to China, and he applied to 
the London Missionary Society for a station in that country. The Opium 
War defeated this pian, but his main purpose was steadfast and he con- 
tinued his preparation. While in London he heard Robert Moffat’s 
appeal for Africa, in which he said that he had ‘‘seen in the morning 
sun the smoke of a thousand villages where no missionary had ever 
been.’’ This settled the question with Livingstone, and he set out for 
the dark continent. 

He was surprised and shocked to find that the missionaries were not 
agreed upon the general policy of the mission, or upon their attitude 
toward the people. Some favored the colonists, while others defended 
the natives against the encroachmeuts of the settlers. He was doubtless 
influenced by these unhappy circumstances throughout his future career, 
but they did not shake his confidence in the high purpose and fruits of 
Christian missions. 

He saw too that missionary activities were massed in the narrow 
strip of land in the extreme south, while he had had the deepest convic- 
tion that the leaven should be scattered through the densely populated 
and superstitious region to the north. About him were cities, cultivated 
fields, churches, hospitals, ministers, physicians and other forces of 
civilization and culture. Northward, across a great river, was an end- 
less country never entered by the white man save for plunder, with sur- 
passing beauty of mountains and valleys, but without schools, churches, 
physicians or pastors. Here, congenial companionship, refinements and 
the repose of a settled pastorate; there, ‘‘the smoke of a thousand vil- 
lages’’ which had stirred his soul in far-off England. The lonely mis- 
sionary -doctor sets his face to the north and crosses the river, mountains 
and plains. In the pathless jungle his hands and feet are torn and 
bleeding; the torrid heat is stifling; he is attacked by beasts and by the 
men for whose good he comes. Onward he pushes, seven hundred 
miles to the most northern station of the missionary society. 

That one of his intrepid zeal would discharge the usual duties of a 
missionary with the highest efficiency was certain. A special commis- 
sion from the society to establish a station two hundred and fifty miles 
north, which he executed with rare skill and fidelity, is ample testimony 
to his unique career in all of his gospel endeavor. In these labors he 
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enlarged the definition of Christian missions, because in all of his travels 
and hardships, during all of his ministrations to bodilv ills and his 
preaching of the great Physician, he carefully studied the people, plants, 
trees, rocks, topography and other physical phenomena, made surveys 
and astronomical observations, and classified the data with a view to the 
broad plans he had laid for the future. 

By lesser minds and more conventional missionaries these secular 
activities were misjudged, and he was painfully tested when an associate 
in the mission accused him of neglect of his appointed duties. He knew 
that his service at stations was a noble one, but no narrow field measured 
his masterly grasp of the needs of the land. His great heart ached when 
he thought of the millions beyond who had never heard the tidings of 
the Christ, and sending his wife and children home to Scotland, he went 
forth alone into the wide unknown regions, traveling from village to vil- 
lage and scattering the blessings of the gospel and his medical skill. 

[To BE CONCLUDED] 


—<——~< 
—_— 





ON LIFE MEMBERSHIP IN THE WOMAN’S BOARD* 
EXTRACTS FROM A CORRESPONDENT 


February 25th, Dear Niece Mary: I declare you took me by sur- 
prise. Life member of the W. B. M.—there, I had to stop to get your 
letter and look up them capitals again. Woman’s Board of Missions, 
you say, and it’s a society for sendin’ the gospel to furrin parts. And 
you give twenty-five dollars all to onct and made your old aunt a life 
member. Well, I’m bound to thank: you Mary, but I’m free to confess 
I ain’t able to take it in—that is, not yet. I don’t say I can’t when I’ve 
sorter got used to it for there’s many a tough knot I’ve tackled afore now 
and come to see through it in time. 

Now Mary there’s two things about this. In the first place I never 
before heerd of this Woman’s Board, much less done the first thing to 
help it on, nor for that matter any Board, if there be any other Board 
except the school Board,—and no woman is allowed on that Board in 
this town you better believe. Well, never havin’ done a stroke nor give 
a cent I feel mighty mean to be a member and that’s the truth. And 
then when you add onthe /7/e and make it a life member, I declare there’s 


*Anyone may become a life member of the F. B. W. M.S. by the payment of twenty do - 
lars, and HELPER readers believe that our own ‘Scrap of a book can put life and light into dark 
ness’’ also.— EDITOR. 
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somethin’ dretful solemn about that. It’s that word—life. Life is a 
solemn thing, and I guess you know somethin’ about that as well as me, 
however you fix it, whether you’re livin’ it or whether you’re leavin’ it. 
And to think of belongin’ to something all your life till the day of your 
death makes me ketch my breath and feel kinder weighed down with a 
load I’ve got to carry along whether or no. For of course you’ve give 
in the money and you can’t take it back, and here’s the certificate with 
my name all plain, even to that heathenish middle name, Diana; and I’m 
not saying I’m not thankful, for I am, and it was thoughtful of you to 
remember me. But speakin’ of life members reminds me of Deacon 
Grafton, our ‘‘life deacon,’’ we call him, because when the new minister 
came and we changed the deacon business so’t they served three years 
and one came in and one went out every year, seesaw fashion, he, bein’ 
old and a good deal thought on in the church, stayed for life. I was 
speakin’ of him one day to the minister as the life deacon, and he smiles 
and says, ‘‘I like to call him my live deacon, Mis’ Grant. Do you 
know,’’ sez he, ‘‘I’d rather have a /ive man in my church for a small 
fraction of a life than a dead man for a whole life. To have a live man 
for life is a blessing indeed.’’ ‘‘That’s so,’’ sez I. 

And now, here am I on for life but not a spark of life in me as to 
that Board. I’m a dead woman in this sort 0’ business. .. . 


April 12th, My Dear Niece: ‘That life member matter almost went 
out of my mind for six weeks on account of Jim comin’ home with the 
fever, and bein’ so low we thought we’d lost our boy time and again. 
When the crisis was passed, and I was full o’ hallelujahs, I took up the 
little magazine you sent, and started in at the front page. I made up my 
mind, as I wrote you that if you thought I was worth twenty -five dollars 
to the Woman’s Board I’d try to prove so, and begin by learning my 
abc’s. If I’m dead then it’s possible to have a resurrection, and I be- 
lieve in stirrin’ up my old dead bones by gettin’ a little knowledge into 
my brain. I declare I wished you was here a dozen times before I got 
through that LirE AND Licut. There it is again,—life. If this scrap 
of a book can put life and light into my darkness I’ll read it from cover 
to cover, even if the names are puzzlin’ and you keep wonderin’ what 
the beginnin’ of those stories was ’way back, and where the queer places 
are. 

But anybody can understand the ’count of them orphans in India, 
and I’m dead sure the Lord sent these children into the missionaries’ 
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hands, and if the W. B or some other Board don’t keep them there till 
they are well and fat and happy it'll be a burnin’ shame. Just as I was 
thinkin’ that it come to me sharp and quick that I was one of the Board 
myself, and in for it for life, and here was my first chance to stir my old 
dead bones a little. 

Pa ain’t been fortunate with the farm this year, and Jim’s sickness 
made a little extra for us, but ther’s one thing I alwus have, and that’s 
a quarter of every calf that’s sold. One of the cows was just then comin’ 
in, and sez I to myself, ‘‘that quarter of a calf shall be for them orphans.’’ 
Milk for babes,—that’s it, and here it is. The calf was a beauty, and 
sold well; and now, Mary, send this three dollars to the orphans quick 
for me... 

May 15th, My Dear Mary: You’ll want to hear about our auxili- 
ary. Two weeks ago, Sabbath, Mr. Post says from the pulpit, ‘‘Mis’ 
Post would like to meet all the ladies of the church at the parsonage this 
Wednesday, three o’cl’k, to propose to them a new plan for Christian 
work.”’ 

You just believe there was a good turnin’ out, even to poor Widder 
West, her grumblin’ left to home, and rich Mrs. Pope sailin’ up to the 
door in her new rig. 

And what should Mis’ Post propose but to form a society to help 
the W. B., and call it a auxiliary, if we could manage to send ten dollars 
a year. She explained it all out, and I kept swellin’ inside with a kind 
o’ joy and pride that I was ahead of ’em, and ’twas all I could.do to 
keep from shoutin’ “‘Yes, ves, I know, I’m a member myself, a member 
for life, a twenty-five dollar member!’’ But I kept mum till Mis’ Post 
began to argue like for ten dollars a year, and then I felt myself risin’ 
right up. 

‘‘Why Mis’ Post,’’ sez I, ‘‘do you actually mean that all of us to- 
gether send ten dollars a year to help the W. B.?’’ 

‘‘Yes,’’ said Mis’ Post, kind of soothin’ like, ‘‘don’t you think, 
Mis’ Grant, we could spare that in twelve months?’’ 

‘‘Wel,’’ sez I, and if pa had been there he’d said, ‘go slow, Lucille,’ 
my eyes were snappin’ I fear, ‘‘if the fifty women of this church can’t 
send but twenty cents apiece in a whole year I’ll be ashamed to b’long 
to it, and I’d rather be a member all alone, as I have been for three 
months, sence my niece, Mary Benton, made me life member by paying 
twenty - five dollars for me, than to b’long to a auxiliary in this church. 
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Why I’ve sent on my quarter of the last calf already, and that’s most a 
third of what you talk about raisin’ for the whole of us.’’ 

Oh, dear, I had said it, and I dropped plump down, red as a beet, 
and ashamed of my old hasty tongue and foolish boasting. 

Mis’ Post brought me to my senses again by speaking up. ‘“‘Why,’’ 
sez she, ‘‘I,m so pleased to know we have one life member in our church; 
it is a splendid foundation to begin upon, and I propose to you ladies to 
make Mis’ Grant your first president.’’ 

There was no help for it, they would have me, and then we drank 
tea out of teeny, fancy cups, with specks of cookies. Mis’ Post came 
over to my side and said low in my ear, “‘I’ll help you, Mis’ Grant, all 
I can, and you needn’t be one bit afraid, it won’t be as hard as you 
think.’’ Sothat was a crumb of comfort, and I blundered out somethin’ 
about my pride and bein’ ashamed of myself, but I would like to do the 
best I could, though they all knew I had no sort of book learnin’. ‘‘You 
have what is better for us than book learnin,’’ 
interest in the Lord’s work.’’ 

A live interest; am I indeed gettin’ alive? 

Dear Niece Mary: It’s a shame my letters have been so scarce this 
year, and you have been so constant and kind. But, after all, it’s your 
fault, because you started me into life, and all the year I have been try- 
ing to get there. It took some time, but it paid, I tell you. It always 
pays pretty well, I guess, to keep yourself alive. 

I’m singin’ ‘‘Glory Hallelujah’’ today, for we’ve had our first 
annual meeting, and the report was twenty-five dollars for the Board. 
Oh, ain’t that blessed! I suppose it seéms a scrap to you in your big 
church, but I solemnly believe it is a fair and honest gift from our 
women. Some of ’em can’t get hold of even a quarter of a calf in the 
whole year, and only Mrs. Pope is rich, and she, bein’ wrapped up in 
the hospital and off to New York so much, doesn’t help usa bit. ButI 
was bound we’d have twenty-five dollars, and the Lord was on my side, 
for he knew how I wanted to do just what you done—build up a big 
auxiliary fire on the life-member kindling wood. I kept still about it all 
the year. And meanwhile I've been a readin’ and studyin’ up, and 
Mis’ Post she’s helped me a lot, and those tracts you sent are beautiful, 
so I am a-learnin’ some and gettin’ to feel alive. 

When the annual meetin’ was about over I rose up and said: 
‘*Sisters, I am most too happy for words; but I must say, can't we make 


sez she; ‘‘you have alive 
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somebody off in some new place a life member with this twenty-five 
dollars, in the hope that ’twill be the beginning of life toward the 
Woman’s Board? Does any one of you know any woman in Readville?’’ 

Yes, Mis’ Kent—she that was Lydia Snow—had a cousin in Read- 
ville, and give us her name, and we then and there made her a life mem- 
ber of the W. B. M.; and Mis’ Kent agreed to send her Lire AND LIGHT 
for a year, also some facts about the Board. 

Maybe this cousin will take root and spring to life as my dry bones 
did. We are goin’ to pray for the waterin’ of our sowin’, and who 
knows but some day we’ll be a-goin’ over there to help them start a 
auxiliary with that cousin for president? 





[NotE.—In presenting these selections from my aunt’s precious 
letters, let me add that when I made her a life member of the W. B. M. 
I had no thought of such results as followed. 

Indeed, I am truly blameworthy for giving her name in a careless 
fashion, because it occurred to me that twenty-five dollars was the sum 
for life members, and I might as well make one. Dear, old-fashioned, 
sensible, bright Aunt Lucille came into my mind, and now it appears 
that a Hand guided mine to write her name. 

By this experience of hers I have come to lay new stress on life 
memberships, and am no longer careless about them. In more instances 
than in my aunt’s /zfe membership has been the first breath of /7ve mem- 
bership. 

Especially do I urge upon donors to select carefully for this honor- 
able privilege those who have not become alive to the needs of the foreign 
missionary field. My aunt’s example of following the gift of member- 
ship with Lire AND Licu’ and explanations, with prayer also, com- 
mends itself to me, as I trust also to every person or society donating the 
money. | 

NriecE Mary.—Life and Light. 


<< 
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LIFE MEMBERSHIP LIST 


We give below the list of life members which has been added since 
January 1903, and to January 1906. ‘This is an addition of ninety life 
members in three years, or an average of thirty each year. At this rate 
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of yearly increase the F. B. Woman’s Missionary Society can have a 
good working force for years to come, especially should it have a large 


Permanent Fund. 


Archer, Mrs. Dora, 
Aagerson, Miss L. B., 


Bachelder, Miss Lucinda B., 


Blaisdell, Mary A.. 
Bachelder, Mrs. M. A. W., 
Baker, Mrs. Delora C., 
Blaisdell, J. Colby, 
Blaisdell, Mrs. Sarah A., 
Babb, Mrs. J.G., 
Benedict, Mrs. Minnie, 
Carter, Mrs. Kate E. B., 
Coombs, Mrs. M. C., 
Collins, Mrs. Julia L., 
Chamberlain, Viola May, 
Cousins, Mrs. Alma M., 
Chapman, Mrs. A. D., 
Cox, Mra. 2 H., 
Consaulus, Mrs. Carrie, 
Currier, Mrs. Emily F., 


Chadbourne, Miss Annie V. 
Dennett, Mrs. Eva Lovejoy, 


Davis, Mrs. A. I., 

Dodge, Mrs. Helen L,., 
Deering, Miss H., 
Durgin, Mrs. Aura A., 
Dearborn, Miss Anna F., 
Edgerly, Miss Cora E., 
Elden, Mrs. Amanda, 
Foss, Mrs. Ella M., 
Field, Mrs. R. M.. 

Files, Mrs. A. M., 
Farnham, Mrs. Edwin, 
Fall, Mrs. Susan Lord. 
Garwood, Miss Loma, 
Gatley, Mrs. May I., 
Glidden, Miss Ada B., 
Hopkins, Mrs. Joliette E., 
Ham, Miss Bessie, 
Hodgdon, Mrs. Katherine, 
Hoyt, Mrs. G. M., 
Howard, Mrs. Emily, 
Hunkins, Mrs. Nellie, 
Jackson, Mrs. Arda H., 
Jordan, Mrs. Linda V., 
Knowlton, Mrs. Hiram, 


No. Reading, Mich. 
Portland, Me. 
Hampton, N. H. 
Waterville, Me. 
Hillsdale, Mich. 
Hillsdale, Mich. 
Waterville, Me. 
Waterville, Me. 
Laconia, N. H. 
Litchfield, Mich. 
Manchester, N. H. 
Portland, Me. 

So. Danville, N. H. 
Dover, N. H. 
Steep Falls, Me. 
Lewiston, Me. 
Poland, N. Y. 
Reading, Mich. 
So. Danville, N. H. 
Saco, Me. 
Pascoag, R. I. 
Bath, Me. 
Waterville, Me. 
Portland, Me. 
Lynn, Mass. 
Pittsfield, N. H. 
Portland, Me. 
Dexter, Me. 
Pittsfield, N. H. 
Augusta, Me. 
Lewiston, Me. 
Augusta, Me. 
Somersworth, N. H. 
Brownsville, Mich. 
Portland, Me. 
Lowell, Mass. 
Pascoag, R. I. 
Portland, Me. 
Saco, Me. 
Laconia, N. H. 
West Peru, Me. 
Laconia, N. H. 
Hillsdale, Mich. 
Ocean Park, Me. 
Portland, Me. 


Dover, N. H. 
Brainard, Minn. 
Hillsdale, Mich. 

No. Reading, Mich. 
Portland, Me. 
Portland, Me. 
Augusta, Me. 

Manchester, N. H. 
Manchester, N. H. 
Augusta, Me. 
Laconia, N. H. 
Augusta, Me. 
Lewiston, Me. 
Portland, Me. 
Gossville, N. H. 
(Memorial Membership) 
Georgetown, Me. 
No. Reading, Mich. 
Laconia, N. H. 
Peabody, Mass. 
Laconia, N. H. 
Pittsfield, N. H 

E. Livermore, Me. 
Laconia, N H. 
Garland, Me. 
Dover, N. H. 
Sidney, Me. 
Manchester, N. H. 
Litchfield, Me. 
Pittsfield, N. H. 
Fairfield, Mich. 
Limerick, Me. 
Portland, Me. 
Georgetown, Me. 
Saco, Me. 


Langmaid, Mrs. Annie K., 
Mericle, Mrs. John, 

Moody, Rev. Elizabeth, 
Murray, Mrs. Laura, 
Malvern, Miss May, 
McGonagle Miss Marion E. 
Mosher, Mrs. C. G., 
Mitchell, Mrs. Julia Turner, 
Merrill, Mrs. Ellen Arvilla, 
Milliken, Miss Hattie, 
Morrison, Mrs. H. G., 
Milliken, Mr. Charles, 
Millett, Miss Ellen, 
Merryman, Mrs. Alice, 
Marden, Mrs. Phenia, 
Osgood, Mrs. Adella, 
Oliver, Mrs, Mary E., 
Putnain, Mrs. Mary, 
Pease, Luella, B., 
Porter, Mrs. Sadai Prescott, 
Perkins, Mrs. A. M., 
Quimby, Miss Alida, 
Record, Miss Edith J., 
Sanborn, Mrs. Edith N., 
Staine, Mrs. Bernice A. S., 
Stevens, Florence V., 
Sawtelle, Mrs. Dora, 
Sanborn, Miss IL. Frances, 
Small, Mrs. Mary A., 
Sargent, Miss A. M., 
Strong, Mrs. Bessie, 
Schermerhorn, Mrs. E. E., 
Tobie, Mrs. Annie, 

Tobey, Mrs. Jennie C., 
Thomas, Mrs. Mary W., 
Ulmer, Mrs. Mary J., No. Sullivan, Me. 
Watson, Miss Clara, Pittsfield, N. H. 
Wentworth, Mrs. Aseneth P., So. Limington, Me. 
Wiggin, Mrs. J.A., Newmarket, N. H. 
Wilkins, Mrs. Laura, Farmington, N. H. 
Webb, Mrs. L. M., Portland, Me. 
Washburn, Mrs. Clara, Litchfield, Mich. 
Whittemore, Miss E. C., Portland, Me. 
Wiggin, Mrs. I. M., London Ctre., N. H. 
Young, Mrs. T.A., Laconia, N. H. 


LAURA A. DEMERITTE, 7veasurer. 
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‘“The more truly a man sacrifices himself to others, the more truly 
he shall live his own life.’’ 
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Area: about 12,000 square miles. 
Population: nearly 4,000,000. 


From the Field 


A STARTLING STATEMENT 

A Bengali writer in Zhe States- 
man makes this startling statement re- 
garding girl life in Bengal. He says: 
‘“Taking Bengal, I find that there are 
about 4,000 baby -girls in the province, 
under one year, who have already 
been ‘married’, and over 600 baby- 
girls out of this number, wnder one 
year, who have become wzdows! 

You will have some idea of the aggregate number of girl- widows, 
growing in proportion as the age limits rise, if you carry the age up to 
twelve. And when you consider that the custom prevails mostly among 
the higher classes, you will realize the enormous proportion, to total 
women population, of girl- wives and girl-widows. Multiply this figure 
by the number of provinces in India and you get a rough idea of this 
crying evil of the Ka/i-yuga, and the number of its victims. Imagine 
babes and sucklings in a state of what William Hunter described as 
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‘perpetual penitential widowhood.’ How many of our girls of fiye and 
seven and upward, to say nothing of these babes of twelve months, must 
have been ‘married’ to men old enough to be their fathers and grand- 
fathers, with the moral certainty of becoming widows long before reach- 
ing their teens. Nowhere are the words ‘marriage’ and ‘religion’ so 
badly abused as in India.’’ 


<> 
oo 





NOTES FROM AFAR 


The latter part of February, a missionary in Calcutta wrote to Miss 
Coombs, “Our hearts are so taken up with the revival that it is hard to 
turn to other things. It has broken out at the Lee’s |Mr. and Mrs. Lee 
have a mission in Calcutta. Mrs. Lee is the author of “Chundra Lela,’’| 
and at Miss Easton’s, and is ready to manifest itself in a number of 
other places. The Calcutta Girls’ School has it and we believe the 
heavenly flame will spread all over the city. The C. M. S. people of the 
Nadia District have had a wonderful blessing. God in these latter days 
has indeed visited us. Praise be to Him.” 


Anyone who was at all acquainted with Dr. Nellie Phillips and her 
work in India, knows how absolutely self-sacrificing she was. The fol- 
lowing notes, from a letter written by Mrs. L. M. P. Durgin, will be 
of interest to all HELPER readers. “T tiesday afternoon [the day before 
she died and when she was very weak|the doctor saw Nellie waiting upon 
a partially paralyzed patient, pinning a shawl about her shoulders. 
Think how characteristic that was! And the last thing I saw her do, 
a month before, was to carry the primroses I had just given her to some 
one else! * * * The doctor said that she thought Nellie had known for 
some time that the end was coming. She grew gradually weaker and at 
2.30 P. M. [March 7th] quietly ceased to breathe. Isn’t it blessed that 
she had the comfort of ministering to others to the very last?* * * At the 
beautiful service in Hillsdale, Mich., “Miss Barnes spoke of Nellie’s 
work in India and of how the natives loved and missed her. She said 
that Nellie’s last injunction to her was, ‘Don’t think of yourself—think 
of Christ and tell others to do so.’ Pres. Mauck spoke feelingly of her 
life and character as he had known her—they were classmates—and bade 
her ‘Good night,’ with the assurance that she had already said ‘Good 
morning.’ ” 
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Dr. Bachelder wrote from Midnapore, Feb. 21, “About three weeks 
ago Miss Coombs took in a waif who said that she was discharged from 
the Catholic Hospital ‘cured.’ She was a Roman Catholic and had asked 
the way to the Padre’s and -was directed to come here to us. Vina took 
her in and she has been here ever since. She was very weak, her feet 
were swollen and she could not eat many things. There is an enclosed 
bit of the east veranda of Henderson Home which makes a nice room 
for this poor, unfortunate woman, who seems very grateful for all that 
is done for her....I have had about 3,500 patients since the first of 
July. Have made eight outside visits today, and had about fifteen in the 
Dispensary. Yesterday a man from a distance came to get some medi- 
cine for a little girl. After I had given it he asked if she might eat in 
any other person’s house. I said yes, but did not in the least understand 
the question. Afterward I asked a more enlightened patient and was 
told that according to the native system of medicine (called the Old Ve- 
dic) when a medicine was revealed by dream, it was customary for the 
patient to be forbidden to eat in any one’s house excepting near rela- 
tives. 


“March 13.—Last night we had a storm of wind and rain and in 
the midst of it the people began to get home from Quarterly Meeting. 
After the rain stopped I started out to make some calls, going first to 
Mrs. Wyman’s. After a little chat with her I went out to the girls’ 
house to see Netyo’s baby. While there I heard Mrs. Wyman calling 
to me to come and help her kill a snake. I went back and found that she 
had put out the big light and was going into the dressing room when she 
saw something move just in front of her foot, and when it wriggled 
away she knew it was a snake. We lighted the other light and hunted 
for it and found it curled up in a corner of the door sill. We put a. light 
on the floor of each room and each of us took a stick. I gave the first 
blow which must have broken his spinal column for he did not try to 
get away. When we had killed him some more(!) we spread him out 
straight and found that he had spectamcles on his neck, and then we 
knew that he was a cobra. After that I went out to see Esther, Sache’s 
wife, who has fever, and they told me they had just killed a long centi- 
pede, so I guess the rain stirred up the under world.” 


Again, “As you know, the Murphys have taken up new work at 
Coutai, about sixty miles from Midnapore. They like the place much 
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and find the work interesting. The house stands on a sand hill over- 
looking the surrounding country. It is near the sea so is always cooler 
than any other station. The Hallams were there at one time. Mrs. Hal- 
lam used to tell with considerable interest how she got the grass to grow- 
ing in the front yard. There is sand everywhere, and yet it is productive 
to a wonderful degree when covered by a thin layer of soil—‘just enough 
to anchor it,’ as Father used to say. All sorts of fruit grows down there, 
much larger and more juicy than here in Midnapore. I have been there 
in mango season, and the mangoes were large and luscious.” 


Extract from a letter from Mrs. Griffin at Santipore, in Our Journal: 

I have told you about our house. Now I want to tell you about 
our lawn and the adjoining yard. There is about an acre and a half in 
this compound, and a half an acre or more in the pasture lot adjoining. 
Our gardens are surrounded by a medley fence of shrubbery and cactus 
and aloe plants and bambus growing. Where they are not, and back 
of them where they are as well, prickly bambus have been interwoven 
to make a fence to keep out cattle, which it usually does, and goats, which 
it usually doesn’t. They squeeze through and eat up my shrubs and 
flowers. 

As we go out from the house to the gate, on the right side is a round 
bed and on the left a bed star-shaped. In this last is verbenas, in the 
other petunias, roses, phlox and lilies, and in the center a sprayey plant 
with red flowers. There are flowering shrubs and vines in the yard. For 
fruit trees we have mangoes, popias, custard apples, plantains, bell, jack 
fruit, sour oranges, guavis, palm and the pineapple plants. Just now we 
get popias and plantains ( a kind of banana.) Bells will soon be ready. 
Mangoes are blossoming, but there are very few blossoms. 

Did anyone tell you of our pair of doves? They are quite pets. 
And we have a cow and a calf, and two young up-country steers that are 
to make us a big yoke of oxen bye and bye. 


—~> 
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TREASURER’S NOTES 


NEw AUXILIARIES:—Robinson and Mars Hill, Maine. 

Two new auxiliaries are reported from Aroostook Co., Maine. This 
is the result of the efforts of just one energetic woman—Mrs. Jennie 
Randlett. These, with other items connected with her efforts, were 
fully reported in the MISSIONARY HELPER for May. Who will ‘‘go and 
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do likewise?’’ Mrs. Randlett has the hearty thanks of the F. B. W. M. S. 

Mrs. Mary Ann Prescott, a long time friend of this Society, entered 
into rest Thursday night, April 26. She was a very old lady, and has 
been faithfully cared for, a long time, at the home of Mr. and Mrs. 
Richardson of Candia, N. H. Her passing recalls an experience of your 
treasurer as many as fifteen years ago. ‘The Society had closed a quar- 
ter with a deficit of $500—the only quarter ever closed in debt, save one, 
in the very early days, when there was a shortage of afewdollars. You 
may be sure it was an opportunity for the exercise of faith. Just then, 
Mrs. Prescott came to me and asked how she could best help the Society. 
I told her frankly our need of $500. A few weeks later she gave mea 
check for $1,500—$500 to cancel the deficit, $1,000 and for a Prescott 
Fund. Since then she has added another $1,000 to the fund, to be used 
in ways she has designated, and these conditions are entered in the fund 
book of the Society, in connection with the Prescott Fund. Mrs. Pres- 
cott was a quaint woman, but she had a warm place in my heart because 
she was a friend in need. It is sweet to commit her into the keeping of 
her Heavenly Father, to whom every child of His is dear. 

Our country, during the month of April, has been called upon to 
show its sympathy for stricken San Francisco, and it has responded so 
nobly that one’s faith in human nature that, in spite of all its weaknesses, 
it is to be trusted in times of great need is greatly increased. Mr. Dyer, 
the supporter of little Jhumpi, in Sinclair Orphanage, is a long time citi- 
zen of San Francisco. We are glad to learn that he is safe. Early in 
the month he sent a-Thank Offering to the Society. 

As usual, contributions have been small during April, but we all 
the more appreciate the gifts of some of our friends; among them is the 
annual contribution of Mrs. Ingham, of Minneapclis; a gift to the Mis- 
SIONARY HELPER, by Mrs. Anna Fernald; a Thank Offering, by Mrs. 
Kendall who often gives to the Society; another by one friend in Coati- 
cook, P. Q., also a frequent contributor; and still another from a friend 
in Massachusetts. The remittance from Rhode Island, early in the 
month, was a great help, as have been the combined gifts of Juniors, 
Cradle Rolls, and Sunday Schools. 

Let me suggest that if any are not able to hold a Thank Offering in 
May, they select some time in June, or even later, only have one. 

LAURA A. DEMERITTE, 7veasurer. 
Ocean Park, Me. 


(All money orders should be made payable at Dover, N. H.) 
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NEW PREMIUMS 


‘“The Story of the Sinclairs’’ is the title of a booklet published by a 
friend of Reverend and Mrs. Sinclair, who is also a friend of the Woman’s 
Missionary Society, and has given the entire issue of the booklet to the 
Society to circulate for its benefit. The ‘‘Story’’ tells the life of these 
two, who made possible Sinclair Orphanage at Balasore, India; gave 
largely towards the work at Harper’s Ferry, and made other generous 
uses of their means. It is a book that will interest any Free Baptist 
reader. 

‘“The Manual of the Free Baptist Woman’s Missionary Society,’’ 
the third edition of which has been published, contains the Charter, Con- 
stitution and By-Laws of the General Society, forms for Constitution and 
By-Laws of Yearly Meeting, Quarterly Meeting, Auxiliary and Junior 
Societies, also suggestions for each on work and organization, including 
the Cradle Roll. The Manual is a helpful hand book for officers and 


others interested in any department of our Woman’s Mission work. 

In order to stimulate the securing of new subscribers for the MIs- 
SIONARY HELPER is has been decided to offer either one of these books 
as a premium to each new subscriber for the HELPER received before 
August first; the number of premium copies is limited to two hundred, 
and will be sent only to those who make a request, stating which they 
prefer, ‘‘The Life of the Sinclairs’’ or ‘‘The Manual,’’ when forwarding 
their paid subscription. 

Subscriptions should be forwarded early to 

ELLA H. ANDREWS, General Subscription Agent, 
122 Vinton St., Providence, R. I. 


><> 
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Whittier once wrote a thanksgiving poem that gathers up beautifully 
many of the things for which all Christians are grateful: 


For the land that gave me birth; 
For my native home and hearth; 
For the change and overturning 
Of the times of my sojourning; 
For the world-step forward taken; 
For an evil way forsaken; 
For the truth defeating error; 
For the love that casts out terror; 
For the truer, clearer vision 
Of humanity’s great mission— 
For all that man upraises 
I sing this song of praises. 





Gelps for Monthly Meetings 


“With knowledge to supply the fuel, the Word and Spirit to add the spark, and prayer to fan 
the flame, missionary fires will be kindled, and souls will be set ablaze with holy zeal.” 


me MH 


TOPICS FOR 1905-1906 


October—Roll-call and Membership. 
November—Outline Study of Africa: 

m he Dark Continent. 
December— 2. The Nile Country. 
January— 3. West Africa. 
February—Prayer ard Praise. 
March—Free Baptist Home Missions. 
April— 4. East Africa. 
May—Thank-Offering. 
June— 5. Congo State and Central Africa. 
July— 6. South Africa. 
August—Missionary Field Day. 
September—Free Baptist Foreign Missions. 


<> 
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JULY—South Africa 





(Christus Liberator, Chapter VI.) 


Suggestive Program 


The world is busy about Africa. The nations of Europe are appro- 
priating each its portion of this new world. Commercé is eager to enter 
the rich and freshly opened markets; selfish and ungodly commerce, alas! 
as well as fair and philanthropic trade. Science endeavors to understand 
African phenomena, to unravel its geography, ascend its great mountains, 
classify its fauna and flora, and study its geology. To ethnographers, 
archaelogists, and linguists alike this new continent is full of interest. Oh 
that the Church might prove, by energetic and effective missiouary activ- 
ity, that the constraining love of Christ is a mightier motive than all be- 
side !—Guinness. 

Hymn. 

ScripTuRE Lesson—Hidden treasure. Prov. ii.:1-5, Matt. xiii. :44. 
Yield the self-life. Paul’s estimate. Phil. iii.:7-10. Heart knowledge fits 
for service. 

PRAYER SERVICE. 

Five-MinuteE Mar Stupy—Geography ; powers interested in South 
Africa; some features of the country; attractions for the colonist, aborig- 
inal races. (Christus Liberator, pages 240-243.) 
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TEN-MINuUTE PAPER—A general review of missionary effort in 
South Africa; outline of different missions at work. (Carefully study 
the whole chapter in preparing this paper, and get side-lights from other 
books and periodicals, if possible. See Zulu Version of Bible, March 
HELPER, page 70.) 

BriEF B1ioGRAPHICAL SKETCHES :— 

The Story of Great Men.—Schmidt, Vanderkemp, Moffat, Living- 
stone, Coillard, Stewart. 

The Story of Great Women.—Mary Moffat, Mary Livingstone, 
Madame Coillard. 

Present-day Problems, The Outlook, The Triumph. 

Prayer for the workers in South Africa. 

HyMNn. 


In Moemunriam 


White robes befit the whitest souls, O well-belov’d with gaze undimmed, 
And heaven the pure in heart, Among the heavenly seers, 
Yet dwell they not in royal state, Far shines the radiance of thy life 
From human needs apart; Along the frowning years! 
But learn all higher ministries, Farewell, until upon their heights, 
With sweetest, holiest art. For us, the Dawn appears! 

—Flora Best Harris. 


Mrs. Anna M. Raymond, East Dixfield, Maine, October 7, 1905. 
Mrs. Mary B. Tourtillotte, Maxfield, Maine, April 21, 1906. 
Mrs. Mary Ann Prescott, Candia, N. H., April 26, 1906. 

Mrs. Nellie M. Milliken, Lawrence, Mass., April 29, 1906. 


NoTE.— When a member of an auxiliary passes on, it is fitting that her name, 
place of residence, and date of death should appear under ‘‘In Memoriam. ’’Reso- 
utions and obituaries are not printed in the HELPER. 





Great occasions do not make heros or cowards; they simply unveil 
them. Silently and imperceptibly we grow and wax strong, we grow 
and wax weak; and at last some crisis shows what we have become.— 
Canon Westcott. 





THE MISSIONARY HELPER BRANCH 


OF THE 


Juternational Sunshine Society 


Have you hada kindness shown? - Letiit travel down the years, 
Pass it on. Let it wipe another’s tears,! 

’T was not given for you alone— Till in heaven {the deed appears, 
Pass it on. Pass it!on.' 


ALL letters, packages, or inquiries concerning this page, or Sunshine’ work, should be ad- 
dressed to Mrs. Rivington D. Lord, 593 Bedford Avenue, Brooklyn,;N. Y., president of this branch. 
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We are pleased to have a picture of the 
late Mr. E. P. Campbell appear on this I. S. 
S. page so that all may see his good sun- 
shiney face. He wasa man esteemed by all 
who knew him for his rare sweetness of dis- 
position and loving thoughtfulness of others. 
He leaves a large circle of friends who will 
miss him, but our hearfelt sympathy goes 
out to his dear family. His daughter is the 
President of the Southern New York State 
Division, under which the HELPER BRANCH 
was organized. 


SUNSHINE NOTES 


Mrs. L. E. Hodgdon has sent in stamps 
and leaflets, and we learn that both she and 
her sister, Mrs. Stearns, are constantly 
cheering others by kindly deeds. 

Mrs. Jennie C. Tobey sent one dollar 
for two subscriptions and ten cents in 
stamps. Mrs. Tobey has done this sunshine 
act each year since becoming a member. 

Mrs. Ella W. Foss has given six beauti- 
ful post cards, sent silk pieces to a shut-in 
and written sunshine letters. Miss Annie 
A. Cummings has passed on Sunday School 
papers, and a number of small articles. 

MR. E. P. CAMPBELL Mrs. Weymouth Johnson sent in a 


helpful poem, has written I.S.S. letters, and 
cheered a shut-in. Mrs. J. F. Thurston gave as dues for self and mother, Mrs. L. A. Fuller, cards 
and postage stamps, and reports doing good sunshine work through her Sunday School class by 
remembering the sick with boxes of food, fruit and reading matter. Miss Marilla M. Rich sent in 
two poems, and ten cents for Blind Babies’ Home. Miss Ethel Folsom is helping in our work by 
writing cheering letters. . 

Mrs. Harry Wood sent in a large number of scripture cards; Mrs. Annie Carll, patch-work 
pieces, post cards and stamps for mailing; Mrs. Sarah A. Fisher, one of our generous givers, has 
remembered us again with the gift of one dollar. ie 8 

Mrs. L. A. Lerned is passing on the Morning Star and gave twenty cents. Mrs. E. F. L. Bick- 
ford a large number of HELPERS, and stamps for mailing. Mrs. L. J. Rideout sent in a very inter- 
esting report of Sunshine work and gave twenty cents to cheer an invalid. 

Mrs. Lizzie Bradbury writes she is pleased to be a Sunshine member and has been cheered by 
the post cards sent her, also gave stamps for our work. 


NEW MEMBERS 


Mrs. G. F. Dodge sent in the name of Mrs. Louise Deal of Maryland; initiation dues, silk 
pieces. Mrs. Charles A. Whitney of New York; dues, a large box of clothing. Mrs. M. L. Dewey, 
Mrs. Abbie Vance, of Minnesota; Mrs. John Allen, Mrs. Jennie Trambly and Miss Winnifred J, 
Libby, of Maine. 





Prartiral Christian Lining 


“We should not be satisfied with a religion i in the mind of man, but should have something that 
we continually give vital expression to in our daily life.” 
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OUR QUIET HOUR 
(10 A. M.) 


CHRIST AND HAPPINESS 


Dr. Henry Van Dyke, in a remarkably plain but deeply spiritual 
sermon on “Religion in Relation to Human Happiness,” argues that the 
desire for happiness is natural. The harm comes to this desire in the 
methods we employ in securing happiness. He sets out his Propositions 
distinctly. “If we come to Christ for happiness,’ he says, “He tells us 
four great secrets about it: (1) It is inward and not outward; and so it 
does not depend on what we have but on what we are; (2) It is not to be 
found by direct seeking, but by setting our faces toward the things from 
which it flows, and so we must climb the mount if we would see the vi- 
sion, we must tune the instrument if we would hear the music: (3) It is 
not solitary but social, and so we can never have it without sharing it; 
(4) It is the result of God’s will for us and not of our wills for ourselves, 
and so we can only find it by giving ourselves up in submission and obe- 
dience 

“For this is peace, to lose the lonely note 

Of self in love’s celestial-ordered strain: 

And this is joy, to find one’s self again, 

In Him whose harmonies forever float 

Through all the spheres of song, below, above, 
For God is music, even as God is love.” 


The religion of Jesus tells us that cheerful piety is the best piety. 
There is something finer than to do right against inclination, and that is 
to have an inclination to do right. There is something nobler than re- 
luctant obedience, and that is joyful obedience. The rank of virtue is not 
measured by its disagreeableness, but by its sweetness to the heart that 
loves it. The real test of character is joy; for what you rejoice in, that 
you love; and what you love, that you are like. . It is said of the first 
disciples that they “did eat their ‘meat with gladness and singleness of 
heart.” Not till that pristine gladness of life returns will the Church re- 
gain her early charm for the souls of men. Every great revival of Chris- 
tian power, like those which came in the times of “St. Francis of Assisi, 
and of John Wesley, has been marked and heralded by the revival of 
Christian joy.—Selected.’ 
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A LETTER FROM SAN FRANCISCO 


On the morning of the 18th of April, about 5 o’clock, I was awak- 
ened by the violent rocking of my bed and realized at once that we were 
having the most serious earthquake in the history of San Francisco. I 
did not spring up or get excited, but thought whatever might happen I 
was in the hands of my Heavenly Father, into whose care I had put my- 
self as I lay down to sleep. There were several shocks, one after another, 
but not so heavy as the first. Three thousand feet from here a large 
hotel sank two stories into the ground. That was on filled land, while we 
are on a rocky ridge. A slight elevation shuts off the view from this house 
to the down town portion of the city and I did not realize the extent of the 
conflagration until I went to the high ground. When I saw the extent of 
the fire, I hurried to my other house, on H— street, which I saw must be 
destroyed, as there was no water, the mains having been broken. All night 
the fire was raging, making a grand but awful sight, as the surging bil- 
lows of flames enveloped the humble homes south of Market street, and 
the magnificent hotels and private residences east of Van Ness avenue, 
bringing all to a common level in total destruction. 

The morning of the 19th I went across the city to find some friends. 
After finding them I had a hard time getting home. I was very tired, but 
the fire was coming our way like a demon of destruction; leaping, crack- 
ling and roaring like forest fires I have seen in Maine, but many times 
more terrible in its power. The situation looked gloomy, and most of my 
neighbors had fled to the open country. I soon heard the sound of the fire 
engine and knew we were saved, for there was an abundance of water 
just above this house. The firemen had a hard battle, for the heat was 
intense, but they conquered, and the fire was stopped about 1,200 feet 
from my house. I had worked nearly all night burying boxes of books, 
papers and other things, for safety, in the back yard. It was a pitiful 
sight to see the homeless thousands moving along the streets, just ahead 
of the burning buildings, carrying or dragging what few things they were 
able to save. Very few teams could be procured, but all sorts of vehicles 
were put to use, such as wheelbarrows, baby carriages, bicycles and bug- 


gies without horses. Men, boys, women and children were pulling, tug- 
ging, carrying and dragging the treasures of their homes. A little way 


behind was an ocean of the most destructive element known to man, and 
crowding upon them were the striplings of the state militia driving these 
frightened, exhausted people on and on at the point of the bayonet. For 
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two days and two nights this ever increasing army of helpless ones were 
making their dreadful journey toward safety. How many fell by the way- 
side, how many families were separated, how many were crushed by fall- 
ing walls, or trampled beneath the feet of this struggling mass of human- 
ity, time alone will tell. That my heart went out in sympathy for those in 
such dreadful peril you can readily understand, but I could not aid them 
for we were all in the same condition. But not all in the same mental con- 
dition, for there were those who felt the strong arm of our Heavenly 
Father sustaining them and they “feared no evil. It was a sight never 
to be forgotten and may God in His mercy never permit it to be seen 
again. Later, the regular soldiers of the U. S. army took possession of 
the city, and now good order, prevails. Out of a population of 500,000 
300,000 were left homeless. Many are camping on the hillsides or in the 


parks and are living on the generosity of contributors from many parts of 
the world. The earthquake and fire, dreadful as they were, bring out the 
best part of humanity in the wonderful generosity, the tender sympathy, 
and the love of relatives and friends; as well as the blessed assurance that 
we are all members of one great family, whose misfortunes affect us all, 
and we freely divide our last mite to alleviate the wants of the afflicted. 
This is the Christ spirit which is more in evidence now than ever before. 
I have been urged to receive a portion of the generous donations sent to 
this city, but have refused, for I felt that it would be a sin for me, in my 
health and strength, [This friend is seventy-five years of age.—Editor | 
to take a single morsel from the helpless ones around me. Thanks to my 
experience on the frontier and in the mines, I can easily adapt myself to 
circumstances, and for two weeks I made my little store of provisions 
which I had purchased before the earthquake, supply my wants. We are 
not allowed fires in our chimneys or back yards. Every one cooks in the 
street. I built a shanty in front of my house and set up my stove, making 
it free to all. About twenty persons have the benefit of it. For some time 
we could not have lights in the house, but now we may use candles. 
Speaking of financial losses I will hope for the best, and trust, love 
and obey my Father, to whom I have given myself and all I possess, to be 
used as He may direct by the Holy Spirit. I have had some narrow es- 
capes, as many people have, since the 18th of April, but I have not been 
injured. I have been spared for I know not what. Many people have be- 
come serious, during the past weeks, and believe that this is God’s way of 
rebuking the sins of the people in this modern Sodom. To look out over 
the burnt district and realize how quickly $500,000,000 worth of property 
went up in smoke, and to see the awful desolation of miles of black ruins 
makes one think: ‘Could Sodom and Gomorrah have a worse fate or 
greater destruction?” We know that these cities were completely blotted 
out, but with us there is a chance for repentance. 





Suniors 


CHILDREN’S DAY PROGRAM 


SINGING—*‘Children’s Day.’’ 
RESPONSES. 


‘*The Lord is in his holy temple.’’ 


(Many Little Voices, page 82.) 


‘*Let all the earth keep silence before him.’’ 
‘‘T was glad when they said unto me Let us go into the house of the Lord.’” 
‘‘Let the people praise thee, O God. Let all the people praise thee.’’ 


REPETITION OF 23D PSALM IN CONCERT. 


PREPARATION FOR PRAYER: 


‘*We bow our heads as we draw near 

The King of Kings, our Father dear. 

We fold our hands that we may be 

From all our work and play set free. 

We close our eyes that we may see 
Nothing to take our thought from thee.’’ 


PRAYER. 


SINGING— ‘Let the Children Come,’’ (M. L. V., page 27.) 


THE CHILDREN’S GREETING 


(Recitation in Concert by Juniors) 


We hail with joy this festal morn 
When children meet to praise— 
The sweetest month of all the year, 

And rarest of its days. 


We greet the flowers, whose perfumed 
gifts 
In bells and cups they bring, 
And choirs of birds in all the trees, 
Self-taught God’s love to sing. 


Our teachers here we gladly greet, 
Who at the Saviour’s call 

Have sought to bring the children where 
His loving accents fall. 


And welcome, friends, from all our 
homes, 
Who crowned your care each day, 
When to God’s house you led our feet 


And taught our lips to pray. 


As now you hear our childish parts 
And join our happy songs, 

To you who love and you who teach 
All well-earned praise belongs. 


But ever first, this Children’s Day, 
Our thoughts on high shall rest, 
And welcome to the feast He gives, 
The Saviour as our Guest. 
— Selected. 
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BRIEF TALK BY SUPERINTENDENT. 
WHISPER SONG—(Missionary Songs and Hymns for Children. ) 
CHRIST’S WELCOME TO CHILDREN 
(Exercise for Four Children) 


All in Concert: 
‘Suffer the little children to come unto me.’’ 


First Child: Fourth Child: 
‘‘Come from near and come from far! ‘‘Come from Asia’s central steep, 
Come from all the lands that are. Afric’s sand and jungle deep, 
Second Child: Come from western prairies’ sweep; 


“Come from lonely realms of snow Come from islands of the sea. 


Where no winds of summer blow. All: 


Third Child: ‘‘Come from near and come from far, 
‘‘Come from golden Palestine, Come from all the lands that are, 
Vine-clad Alp and Apennine, Says the Saviour unto Me, 
Fabled shore and pilgrim shrine. Every child is bidden Free.’’ 
— Unidentified. 


WHAT ID BE LIKE 
(Exercise for Four Small Children) 


First Child: Fourth Child: 
The brook that babbles on its way, The blossom, with its heart of gold, 
Adown the pebbles singing; The roadside drear adorning— 


Second Child: All: 
The bird that gladly carols, I’d be like such wee, common things 
From tree to tree a- winging; That always and forever 


Third Child: Note God’s commands unmurmuring— 
The star that twinkles in the sky, And disobey them never. 
Till hushed to sleep by morning; —Adelbert F. Caldwell. 


THE FATHER’S CARE 


(Recitation for a little girl who stands just in front of a flower-wreathed arch on 
which the text can be plainly read; ‘‘Not one of them is forgotten.’’) 


In the trees the birds are singing, inthe All the meadows bloom with daisies and 
mountains and the glens, with dandelions bold, 
By the rivers and the brooks and by And the clover-blossoms cover all the 
the sea; lea; 
But there’s food for all the robins and But there’s clothing for the lilies and the 
the tiny little wrens, buttercups of gold; 
And there’s bread in his hand for me. And there’s raiment in his hand for me. 
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And the clouds of trouble gather, and And the world is full of children, oh, so 
the stormy wind is heard, many and so fair! 
And the angry tempest rages wild and Like the sunbeams as they sparkle in 
free; the sea; 
But there’s shelter for the sparrow and But there’s room for all the children in 
the little humming-bird, the Father’s tender care, 
And there’s safety in his arms for me. And there’s room in his heart for me. 


—Charles I. Jenkins. 
A FLOWER EXERCISE 


(Enter six little girls singing, “Jesus Is a Rock in a Weary Land.” 
First, carrying a large bunch of roses in her hand. Second, carrying a 
bunch of lilies. Third, carrying a bunch of wheat. Fourth, carrving a 
piece of vine. Fifth, carrying a star. Sixth, larger girl, acting as teacher, 
standing in front of the five.) 

Teacher: I see you have each a symbol of our Saviour in your hands. 
How do your roses speak of Him? 

First girl (handing roses to her): “I am the rose of Sharon.” (S. of 
Sol. 2:1.) 

Teacher: Do not these roses remind us of a promise to the heathen ? 

First girl: “The wilderness and the solitary placé shall be glad for 
them, and the desert shall rejoice and blossom as the rose.” (Isa. 35:1.) 

Teacher: And your lilies? 

Second girl (handing her lilies) : “I am the lily of the valley.” (S. of 
Sol. 2:1.) 

Teacher: ‘These recall the promises. 

Second girl: “Every valley shall be exalted, and every mountain and 
hill shall be made low, and the crooked shall be made straight.” (Isa. 
40 :4.) 

Teacher: And this wheat? 

Third girl (handing wheat): “I am the bread of life.” (John 6:35.) 

Teacher: This is a promise to them also: - 

Third girl: “And I will raise up for them a plant of renown, and 
they shall be no more consumed with hunger in the land, neither bear the 
shame of the heathen any more.’ (Ezek. 34:29.) 

Teacher: And the vine? 

Fourth girl (handing vine): “I am the vine.” (John 15:5.) 

Teacher: This is His promise: 

Fourth girl: “For as the earth bringeth forth her bud, and as the 
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garden causeth the things that are sown in it to spring forth, so the Lord 
God will cause righteousness and praise to spring forth before all na- 
tions.” (Isa. 61:11.) 

Teacher: The star? 

Fifth girl (handing the star): “I am the bright and morning star.” 
(Rev. 22:16.) 

Teacher: Here is a promise: 

Fifth girl: “And they that be wise shall shine as the brightness of 
the firmament; and they that turn many to righteousness as the stars for 
ever and ever.” (Dan. 12:3.) 

All in concert: “I am the light of the world; he that followeth Me 
shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of life.” (John 8:12.) 
—Sadie W. Cranston, in the Children’s Missionary. 

Singing. 


SPECIAL OFFERING—(In honor of Miss Barnes’ birthday and to be 
applied on her salary. ) 


RECITATION. 


We wish a happy birthday A happy, happy birthday 
To our missionary friend, All beautiful with love, 
And may our Heavenly Father And bright with many a blessing 
His kindest blessing send. From God, our friend, above.’’ 
— Adapted. 


OFFERING AND MARCH. 


PRAYER. 
‘‘Gladly now our gifts we bring 
To our Holy Saviour, King. 
Take them Lord, and let them be 
Silent messengers for thee. 
Amen.”’ 


CLOSING SONG. 


TURKEY NEEDED MENDING — My little sister was visiting her aunt 
on Thanksgiving morning, and saw her sewing the turkey after it had 
been stuffed. She was watching her, much interested, and said, “‘Our 
mamma had to mend our turkey, too, before she put him in the oven.’” 
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PRAYING FOR PENNIES 


It was a bright spring evening when little Polly stole softly into her 
father’s room with shoeless feet, her golden hair falling lightly over her 
white nightgown, for it was bed time, and she had come to say ‘‘Good 
night.’’ 

‘*Father,’’ said the little one, raising her blue eyes to his kind face, 
‘*father, may I say my prayers beside you? Mother is too ill for me to 
go to her tonight.’’ 

“Yes, pet,’’ he answered, tenderly. 

And reverently the child knelt down beside him and prayed her 
evening prayer, adding at the close, with special earnestness, ‘‘God bless 
my two pennies.”’ 

‘“What can the child mean?’’ thought the father in surprise; and 
when the little white-robed figure was gone he went and asked her 
mother if she knew what their little daughter meant. 

‘Oh, yes,’’ said the mother, “‘Polly has prayed that prayer ever 
since she put her two pennies into the plate at the last missionary 
meeting’’ 

Have you ever prayed to God for a blessing on the pennies you 
have put into the missionary box?—,S#. Louis Evangelist. 


> 


‘“The praise of the multitude cannot give peace to the heart that 
has been false to itself.’’ 


—_—— 
A te 





WHERE TO SEND MISSIONARY BOXES 


All mission boxes, prepared in response to the call in the HELPER, 
to goto India when Miss Barnes returns in the fall, should be sent to 


Miss ANNIE BROOKS, 
64 Atlantic St., 
Portland, Maine. 


Fifty cents per cubic foot, to pay for the carriage of the boxes, 
should be sent to our treasurer, 
Miss DEMERITTE, 
Ocean Park, Maine. 





Contributions 





F. B. WOMAN’S MISSIONARY SOCIETY 
Receipts for April, 1906 


Anson Con, Coll 

Bowdoinham Ridge T. O 

Biddeford, Jefferson St. F. B. W. M. Aux. 
for dresser in Lincoln Hall, Storer. . 

E. New Portland 

Garland Aux.,$5.00; church by Mrs. E. L. 
S. Tilden, 

Kingfield Aux 

Madison Aux. for Bodsu’s sal’y 

Ocean Park, Toilers-by-the-Sea 

Saco Aux. towards furnishing room at 
Storer 


NEW HAMPSHIRE 
—_—. Jrs, for Miss Barnes, $4.00; Aux. 
$5.00 


Dover, N. H. & T. M. Soc’y for nat. teach. 
Gilford H. M., $1.00; Gen work, $2.00. . 
Hampton Aux. for Miss Butts. ...... 10 00 
Lakeport, Income Cole Fund for W. Home 12 50 
London Aux 

Somersworth Jrs. for Miss Barnes... . 


VERMONT 


W. Derby Ch. for Dr. Smith 
Wheelock Asso. for “Dorcas Smith’’ room 


MASSACHUSETTS 


Boston, Mrs. A. T. Fernald 

Cambridge, Miss. Class quarterly dues for 
orphan Milicka 

Lowell, Paige St. Ch. by Mrs. E.S. Cole, 
ce 


Lawrence, Girls Miss. Band for Esther . 

Lynn Aux. for native teacher 

Mrs. Emery for dues 

Lowell, Chelmsford St. bal. ap. for year 
ending May 1906 


RHODE ISLAND 


Arlington Aux $ 

Greenville Aux. Ind., $5.00; K. W., $5.00. . 

Providence, Rog. Wms. Aux. K. W., $15.00; 
Ir. C. Bs, $12.50; Ind. $15.00; VY. 2. S.C. 
E. K. W., $18.75 

Providence, Elmwood Ave.Aux.Ind. $5.00; 
K. W., $5.00 ; C. E. for child, $6.25; Jun. 
Cc. #. for child, $6.25; Aux. for Bible 
woman, $25.00 

Providence, Park St., K. W., $5.00; Ind., 

5.00 


NEW YORK 
Brooklyn, N. E. C. Furman’s S.S. Classin 
memory of Emmet Johnson for Miss 
Barnes 
WEST VIRGINIA 
Harper’s Ferry, Curtis F. B.S. S., Easter 
Offering 
ILLINOIS 
Chicago, Mrs. Sarah Fry for Miss Dawson $ 1 00 
MICHIGAN 
Hillsdale, Mrs. Addie Allbee for Miss Daw- 


MINNESOTA 


Minneapolis, Mrs. Lillian Phelps Ingham $25 00 
pic oe R. for Miss Barnes, $4.00; T 
M., 


Central City Aux. for Miss Scott 
Fairbank Bible Class for MissScott. ... 
Lamont Aux. for Miss Scott 
Lincoln Aux. for Miss Scott 
Little Cedar for Miss Scott 

KANSAS 
Buffalo Valley, F. B. Ch. Aux 


SOUTH DAKOTA 
Valley Springs, W. M. S. for nat. teach. . 
CALIFORNIA 
San Francisco, James A. Dyer, T.O.. . 
PROVINCE OF QUEBEC 
Coaticook, O. M. Moulton. T.O 


MISCELLANEOUS 
Income of Hills Fund for Gen. Funds. . 
Income of A. L. & E. A. Hanson Fund, 
$13.75 for S. O.; $8.25 for Storer College 22 00 


. $12 50 


. $2 50 


. $10 00 


$412 82 


LAURA A, DEMERITTE, 7reas. 
Ocean Park, Me. 


Per E. R. PORTER, Asst. Treas. 
NoTE—Mrs. Clarissa A. Nichols of Man- 


chester, N. H., has been made L. M. of 
F. B. W. M.S. 
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FORM OF BEQUEST 


I give and bequeath the sum of 
poration of the State of Maine. 


to the Free Baptist Woman’s Missionary Society, a cor- 





